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been needlefish^ dolphins, and sharks aplenty. Gulls accom-
panied us all the way over to the tiny island, just for a whack
at the occasional grapefruit rinds that plopped out of the side
of the ship. But that same night they spread their graceful
wings and disappeared over the western horizon.
It was a Norther all right. Every minute the velocity of the
wind increased and the sea ran heavier. The stevedores
lashed the men into a sullen acceptance of high-pressure
activity, the idea being to sling the remaining twenty thousand
coco-nuts aboard ship before the storm became too menacing.
It was a race against time and the man with the final say was
the squarehead Captain. He stood it as long as he could.
Finally a giant wave crashed his ship against the creaking piles
and flung the heavy crockery clean across the galley. That
was enough for him.
His great voice was drowned in the boom of the wind.
The men kept staggering aboard with the bags, the winches
still grated and scraped and the ship kept crashing against the
side of the pier.
We boarded ship and got our cameras ready. The skipper,
apoplectic with rage, mobilized his forces, ordered the forward
winch power thrown against the submerged anchor, saw it
hoisted, and drove his men with fire axes down upon the ropes
that moored the ship. Fore and aft they snapped like violin
strings and the vessel fairly leaped out into the harbour,
flinging gang-planks, men, and coco-nuts into the boiling sea,
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